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One 
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"Why am | here?" he murmured to himself. 


This was Nikki's thing, not his. He'd have never visited a library. Its quiet, serene atmosphere was in direct 


conflict with the thing he loved most. He was a drummer, for crying out loud! 


He immediately felt out of place as soon as he stepped inside the building. The silence and scent of old leather 


and ink surrounded him, almost making him turn around and leave. Shit, no wonder Nikki didn't want to come. 
Sitting alone at home that morning had him reminiscing about old times, so he'd decided to stop by Nikki's and 
see how he was doing. They talked about their current bands and the things going on in each other's lives 


after Crue. Nikki's kids greeted him with the usual hugs and smiles, shouting, "Uncle Tommy!" upon seeing him. 


He quickly realized how much he missed Brandon and Dylan as he watched them nearly topple Nikki over while 


each vying for his attention. He'd needed some fresh air to clear the stinging in his eyes and the lump in his 


throat, so he volunteered to run into town to get some books for Gunnar, Nikki's eldest. 
Tommy looked around the room. 


There were a few patrons there, even so late in the evening, and he decided to veer away from them, knowing 


his appearance would most definitely disturb their peace and quiet. 


The clacking of keys brought his attention to the counter to his left. A dark head was bent over the computer 


screen, but he couldn't see the face as he approached and rested his arms on the counter. 
"Darn you," she hissed at the screen 
Tommy grinned at her choice of words, then cleared his throat to get her attention. 


Her head came up, startled, as a pair of stormy gray eyes took him in behind big wire-frame glasses. Giving a 


warm smile, she inquired, "Can | help you?" 


He dug into the pocket of his jeans and pulled out the paper that was marked with Nikki's barely-readable 
scrawl. "l'm supposed to pick up some books for Gunnar Sixx," Tommy said, trying to make out the names of 


the books, but failing miserably. 


He laid the slip of paper down on the counter and she lifted it. Squinting, she drew the paper closer to her 
face, then wrinkled her nose and moved it further away. 


She was plain but cute as a button as she studied the text. 

"Okay," she said, setting the paper down, "it's Flight In Yiktor and Fredrickson's History of Scandinavia" She 
moved from behind the counter toward the aisles of bookshelves and he followed. "We have the first one 
here," she said over her shoulder as she moved down an aisle and perused the selection with an outstretched 


finger. "Ah, here we are," she murmured and bent to pull it out. 


Tommy made sure to keep his eyes straight ahead and not let them follow the curved line of her back down 
to that tempting behind that was on display only a few inches from him. 


He mustve been losing his touch. During his Crue days, he would've made sure to slap her ass, then maybe 
press her up against the bookshelf, and see if she felt as sweet beneath his hands as she looked to his eyes. 


Snap out of it, T-bone. 


He brought his mind back to the girl in front of him. She was chattering about the attributes of the book and 


he managed to catch the tail-end of her words so that he could agree convincingly. 


"The other book is in the basement," she told him. "We only have one copy, and it hasn't been checked out in 
quite a while.” She place the teal colored hard-back she was holding behind the counter. "It could take a while 
to find it" 


"That's fine," he said with a nod. Nikki wouldn't be happy if he didn't show up with it. Gunnar needed it for some 


school essay, so he would wait as long as necessary. 
She smiled at him again and he noticed that it made her eyes sparkle, turning them an almost-blue 
They took the elevator down to the basement and he was assaulted by the smell of dust and mold 
The girl moved into the dank room. It wasn't very well lit and he hoped she knew where she was going 
"Its this w-w-w-" she sneezed delicately, then apologized. "Down this way" 


Tommy grinned despite himself. She reminded him of a little mouse, and damn it, it was cute as hell, and by a 


not-too-far stretch of his warped imagination, actually a little sexy. 
Shit, he *was* losing his touch. 
The girl pulled a ladder from against the wall and was attempting to carry the thing toward the shelves. 


He stopped her. "That's heavy. I'll do it” He took the ladder and trailed behind her. 


They spent the next half-hour looking through the unorganized mess of books, before she made a sound of 


success. 
"Found it" She grinned down at him from her perch atop the ladder. 


A few tendrils of chestnut hair had fallen from the low ponytail at her nape and there was a smudge of dust 
on her cheek, making him want to swipe it away and test the softness of her skin. Instead, he shoved his hands 
into the pockets of his jeans to keep them occupied. 


She began her descent, her long black skirt rising to bare a little of the creamy skin just below the back of 
her knee. 
‘Oh, dear," she murmured, "my glasses are dusty. | can hardly see out of them." She was three rungs from 


the floor when she lost her footing and began to topple backwards, a little squeak issuing from her. 
Tommy saw it, catching her before she could make contact with the cold, hard concrete floor. 


Fate was obviously not on his side because it ended up with her cradled against his chest and there faces only 


centimeters apart. 


Her eyes were huge, her lips parted on a gasp and it took everything he had to set her on her feet instead of 
kissing her silly. 


Two 
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Tommy set her on her feet and took a step back. She looked unsteady but he kept his distance. 


"Thank you," she said, tucking a strand of wavy, dark hair behind her ear. She gave a nervous little giggle. 
"That could've been potentially disastrous. I'm grateful for your reflexes, Mr... 


"Lee. Tommy Lee." He thought for sure the mention of his name would ring some bells but she just nodded and 


held out her hand. 

"Grace Clayton" 

His hand engulfed her smaller, softer one as he shook it. 

A loud chiming caught their attention. 

"Good heavens, it's later than | thought. | should really get you upstairs and check you out" 

‘Wrong choice of words,’ Tommy thought as they made their way back to the elevator. 

He'd sworn off women for a while after his last big fall-out with Pam, so his sex life the past few months had 
consisted of a copy of Playboy and a damned creative imagination. After he distanced himself from the pretty 
little girl beside him, his hormones would return to normal, and he could continue staying away from the 
gentler sex. They were too much trouble anyway. 

Most only wanted him for his name or his money, and that wasn't sitting well with him anymore. Used to, he 
didn't mind an easy lay, but now he was getting older and he needed a stable home for his sons. Plus, he was 


sick and tired of going to jail for the stupid shit they pulled 


Grace led him onto the main floor of the library and he immediately noticed the place was empty. "Looks like 
you're going to have a quiet night.” 


"Actually, it's a bit past closing time." She seated herself behind the counter and turned to the computer. "Let 
me enter in your information" She had just begun to type when the power kicked off. 


"What the...” 


"Oh, no." 


Tommy studied her in the near dark. "What is it?" 
"The security system." 


He could barely make out her form as she stood and headed for the exit. She gave a shove on the doors, 


rattling the handles, to no avail. Slumping against a door, she covered her face with her hands. "We're locked 


in" 


He was almost certain he hadn't heard her right. "You're shittin’ me?" 


She shook her head. "Usually, we're out of here a few minutes past the hour, but, as you can probably 
surmise, it's nearly forty-five after.” 


"Do you have a key?" 
Again, her head shook "My uncle owns the place, and he had a new system installed before he left for South 
Africa. He's the only one with the access codes. Its an automatic system and- and it wont kick back on until 


Monday morning." 


Tommy cursed violently, making her jump and gasp in shock "You're telling me l'm stuck here for at least 


another day?" 
A nod. "All the doors lock up tight. I'm sorry." She looked apologetic as he looked at her shadowed face. 


"What the hell are we going to do?" He dragged a hand through his hair and slammed his fist down on the 


counter. 

She shrugged, her eyes looking a little frightened at his blatant display of anger. "Wait it out” 

Another loud curse and he laid his head down on the counter with a sigh. "Why me?" He lifted his head 
suddenly, his mind coming up with an instant solution. "Call your uncle and have him get us out of here. The 


phones should still work" 


"He left for South Africa two days ago. The most | could do is call his housekeeper, but he wouldn't get the 


message for another two weeks." 


Defeated, he slumped against the counter, then slid down it's front to sit on the floor with his elbows resting 


on his upraised knees. 
It didn't even cross his mind to call Nikki. 


She approached him slowly, warily. "I'm really sorry-" 


Its not your fault. If | hadn't asked you to find that damn book, then we would've been out of here a long 


time ago. Now, I'm worried about being bored as hell all day tomorrow." 

"You're in a library. There's always something to keep you entertained." 

"| don't read much," he grumbled 

After slipping out of her shoes, she sat down beside him on the floor. "I love to read. | write some, too." 
Now that peaked his interest. "Really? Like what?" 

She smiled shyly. "Some fantasy and horror, but mostly romance." 


He looked down at her upturned face. "Like those trashy paperbacks with the hot covers?" he inquired with a 


teasing smile. 
She giggled, blushing. "| beg your pardon, sir, but they are not trashy. 


Ah, so she wasn't as prim as she appeared. "I haven't seen a woman actually blush in a while," he said, grinning 


at the crimson stain on her cheeks. 
She covered her face with her hands. "I'm afraid | do it more than most. l'm easily shocked" 


"IIl keep that in mind" He kept himself quiet for a moment, looking around the darkened room. "So what does 


Gracie recommend as good reading?" 
"Umm, let's see.." She tapped her index finger on her cheek. "Anne Stuart?" 
He pulled himself up, then helped her to her feet. "Lead the way." 


She led him past a few aisles, then abruptly turned down one, leaning close to the shelves to read the titles in 


the dark She selected one, handing it to him. 


They found a puddle of light from a streetlamp outside coming through one of the small windows and sat down 


to read. 


Tommy thought for sure he would be bored shitless after the first five minutes, but found himself highly 


engrossed in the novel. 


Grace was reading over his shoulder and after a while he gave her the book, allowing her to read out loud as 


he stretched out beside her on the floor. 


She followed suit and he relaxed for the first time in a long while, listening to the soft tones of her voice in 


his ear. 


